I5o                              BECKET,                          ACT iv.

ELEANOR.

I love thy mother, my pretty boy.   Show me where
thou earnest out of the wood.

GEOFFREY,

By this tree; but I don't know if I can find the
way back again.

ELEANOR,
Where's the warder ?

GEOFFREY.
Very bad.     Somebody struck him.

ELEANOR.
Ay ? who was that ?

GEOFFREY.

Can't tell. But I heard say he had had a stroke,
or you'd have heard his horn before now. Come
along, then; we shall see the silk here and there, and
I want my supper.                                       [Exeunt.